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To carry provisions on the plane for that period meant a load that
would subtract from our flying range.
Accordingly, in April I wrote to Admiral Byrd asking if he had
left in Little America any food we might use and, if so, where it
was stored or cached. It was many months before I received an
answer.
Early in May, with my wife, I sailed for Europe to make our
annual visit to Switzerland. When that was over we took the Graf
Zeppelin to South America, disembarking at Rio de Janeiro. We
were early, but had promised ourselves an outing with Sasha
Siemel, the famous big-game-hunter, after jaguars in the jungles of
Brazil. I had met Siemel, about whom the novels Green Hell and
Tiger Man were written, that spring at The Room, a New York
club for hunters. There to Colonel Theodore Roosevelt, and some
others, including myself, he demonstrated his method of killing a
jaguar with a spear. The jaguar waits on the limb of a tree when
chased by dogs, then in charging jumps to the ground first and
takes off from there. "And," said Siemel, "to stand waiting to re-
ceive the flying charge of a jaguar on the point of a spear is the
greatest moment in life."
Siemel was a professional hunter, taking contracts to clean the
jaguars off the big ranches in Central Brazil. On one ranch he
killed sixty-two, spearing several of them. We wanted to see him
do it and accepted his invitation to drop in on the way down to
Montevideo.
The story of our two weeks with Siemel in Matto Grosso is off
the line of this narrative, so I will touch only its high lights. We
killed no jaguars, but had other adventures, among them a funny
encounter with revolutionists and a lively fight with a peccary I
had shot and wounded. We were in a swamp all the time—perhaps
the biggest swamp in the world—camping on the islands. Mrs.
Ellsworth got a touch of blood-poisoning from wading so much.
My most vivid memory is of lying in my hammock under a net at
night and hearing the rustle of the vampire bats crawling through
the dry leaves on the ground to attack our horses and hounds. Our
dogs were always anaemic from their bites, and one morning I saw
four clinging to a horse, They do not fly to their victims but crawl
up their legs. Their teeth are so sharp that an animal cannot feel

